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Quite like a bird you hold me by my nape, spotless crystal feel. Out from the root-dark I emerge. Nidifugous. Bzee-bzee-arc Of a trial flight. No error. No escape Moon-sun Connubium. Sol-selene Scape. Perdix Rufa! Disc drips-drip, drip, drip, hark! Clock Cordial. Cackling red geese park, In the blue feminine firmament-stripe Bathing in auric yellow, camomile, Coming handy as light internal, The red-shift-partridge adance in a smile Coos, loved to tell, in throated ease full, Such beads of small-time in moon-dial Letting light-dews in the floretted cell.
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Aaroora! anascasarca, I become;
Swan-pair feed on the petals.
Flower-squeeze. Aren't I athirst or else
Descending into airy bourne and come
By this lotussarovar to float a sperm
And ovum that inly buoy with a pulse
Felt close to pericordium. In the wells
Hid in waters are heard ad infinitum
The swans confabulating lactic sweet
Aflutter on the milk of Kamalalaya
With the hug and hum of suckling treat;
Beyond, the cow agraze, uberous, ah!
The Swans are no mere birds neither white feat
Of rush! but hush! Sivam-Sivai see-saw.ong crates Of sound surging from the ant-hill side.th timid guilts brood! wisdom's catch In a moony trope of thought Mathura to host.                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
